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same time a burden to its possessor. Goethe's life was eminently rich in this experience; he suffered sorely tinder the burden of his great natural gifts. Because of his excessive sensitiveness, his straightforwardness, and his goodness and purity of heart, he was deeply offended by any form of perversity, impurity, or misery, his glowing imagination even picturing to him enmity and evil where none existed, and, furthered by his passionate energy, magnifying every unpleasant circumstance until it became unbearable,, At such times he raged at himself and others, but a moment later, when he became conscious of his error, he was painfully grieved over the wrong he had done. He even went to further extremes. Grateful as he was to the gods that his quick and versatile genius could " split a day into a million parts and transform it into a miniature eternity/1 still it was no small affliction for him to harbour in his mind this pandemonium of invisible spirits without being able to cultivate each of them as he ought. Even a quiet, innocent pleasure could stir his sensitive soul to its very depths; he could be brought to tears by a happy poetical invention 4; a scientific discovery would send a thrill through every fibre of his being; and the beauty of a scene in Calderon's Principe Constante excited him to such a pitch that he stopped short and threw down the book with the impetuosity of a child.*
Only a man thus constituted could remark in his old age, that it had been his lot to bear a succession of joys and sorrows, either of which, without the other, might have put an end to his life.f
His happiness was never more than half complete because of his longing for something different, something higher, in the very moment when his former desires were being realised. He shared this feeling with all other men whose minds transcend the dulness of the common Philistine. But in his peculiar mental makeup this feeling was
* The reading referred to occurred in March, 1807.    Cf. Weimar's Album, 193.
t Letter to Ranch, October 21, 1827.